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" Are you going to the monastery? " asked Mr. Vallinis
in Arabic.

The leader of the caravan, a long, lean man, with brown
feet in toe-thong sandals similar to those found in the
tomb of Tut-ankh-Amun, came up and looked at us, then
looked away.

" No," he replied, addressing the desert, " we are taking
nothing to the Christians. We are for the Bedouin."

He shouted to the camels and ran on waving his stick.

I said good-bye that night to Mr. Vallinis and Yusuf, two
good companions, one an Ulysses, the other an artist whose
dream it is to make the desert blossom like the Ritz. And in
the morning I said farewell to Egypt and caught a boat to
Europe.